NO    MORE    PEACE

tfcat's worrying me. It's silly, but I can't get it
out of my head. How did this man, this banker
fellow, find out. And who told him that my
telegram was a joke ?

ST. FRANCIS.   A bitter joke, indeed.

NAPOLEON. But how could he know? How
could anybody know? The wireless and the
telephone were put out of action. The Dunkel-
steiners blew up the railways. And chased off
any aeroplanes that tried to land. (To ANGEL.)
You're sure you followed my instructions, my dear.

ANGEL (coming down).   Oh yes, Your Majesty.

NAPOLEON (pacing up and down). Then how did
Laban know?

(NAPOLEON comes to a standstill face to face with
the ANGEL.)

Those are new wings you've got.
(ANGEL is silent.)

Small,    smart . . . genuine   Parisian   wings 1
Where did they come from?

ANGEL. Well, Your Majesty, St. John asked
me ...

(Thunder.)

NAPOLEON.   Where . , . ?

ANGEL.   Well, you see St.  Peter said . . .

(Thunder.)

NAPOLEON.   The truth, please!
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